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FOREWORD. 


I T HAS been the hope for many years of loyal Washingtonians to per¬ 
petuate and gather under one cover songs that were written from time 
to time for the University. At various times pamphlets were printed 
and many songs written with the thought in mind that they might some time 
find a place in such a book. In 1915 a committee of students and faculty 
was appointed and a song book started only to be abandoned for some rea¬ 
son. The Washington Union has finally been able to make such a publica¬ 
tion an accomplished fact. 

In compiling this book it has been the intention to include as many 
of the typical Washington songs as the limited space available would per¬ 
mit, and it is realized that in this first edition many songs have been omitted 
which should otherwise have found a place in this collection. 

A few of the songs appearing in the collection have been taken from 
various musical comedies that have appeared on the campus from time to 
time; “Serenade” appeared in connection with “Son of O-Gun,” while “Co¬ 
quette of- the College,” “Darling of McMillan,” and “Washington,were 
originally presented in “Quadrangle Town.” It is hoped that no long 
period will elapse before a second and better edition may be published by 
the Union. 

It is of especial interest to note that the song which through gradual 
tradition has b; come known as our Alma Mater is here published for the 
first time. In March, 1907, the Glee and Mandolin Clubs, then in the’r 
first year, traveled to Cape Girardeau for a concert, at which time the song 
made its appearance. Feeling that a song of this kind was necessary for 
the occasion, two members of the Glee Club wrote the words, which were 
sung to the tune of “How Can I Leave Thee.” With the return of the Clubs 
the new song was taken up by the “Student Life,” and sung generally among 
the student body until it has come to be considered as the University 
Alma Mater. It remains for future student bodies to perpetuate either the 
present accepted song or one which may yet make its appearance on the 
campus. 


R. Paul Buchmueller, ’22. 
Clark P. Fiske, 22 


The Editors. 
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Words by 

M. B. Roshenheim ’08 
George B. Logan ’08 



















































































































































































































































































UNIVERSITY HYMN 


Words by 

Mrs. Vine Colby McCasland 
Maestoso 


Music by 

Will C.Macfarlane 


Ma-jes - tic in the smile of day, while stone or faith shall Iasi, 
Yic-to - ri-ous in wis-dom thou, and dauntless in the quest 
Hold us, thine own, be-neath thy wings, in bro-ther-hood of aim. 


Wash-ing-ton, our Wash-ing-ton, In - spire our hearts to - day. On 

Wash-ing-ton, our Wash-ing-ton, Speed on with torch a - flame! Thy 

Wash-ing-ton, our Wash-ing-ton, We sing thy last - ing praise.Wher 


all 

that 

we would strive to 

be 

Thy 

hands in 

bless 

-ing 

lay! 1 

fire shall spread,thy light 

be 

shed, 

On 

all who 

love 

thy 

name. 

e’er 

we 

be, as one, 

to 

thee 

Our 

voic- es 

we 

up - 

raise 

























































































GRADUATION HYMN 

To be sung as a processional 


Tune: Sarum 


Words by 

Jane Henderson Miller ’86 

i l_ i 


1. Han to the 


rose-ate beau-ty dawn-ing, 


2. Forth from thy halls, where still our foot-steps lin - ger, 

3. With thee we spent long days of toil and pleas-ure, 

4. Hail and fare - w^ll! dear nurse so strong and ten - der! 




That 

long 

our 

hearts have 

greet-ed 

from 

a - 

- far! 

Hope 

points 

the 

way to scenes so 

fair 

and 

bright 

Days 

all 

re 

- plete with 

la - bor, 

song 

and 

cheer. 

With 

our 

de 

- vo - tion 

we thy 

brows 

would 

crown 


Its 

hours of joy no 

dark 

fore 

-bod - ings 

mar, 

The 

fut - ure smiles, be - 

cause 

our 

hearts are 

light, 

To 

us their mem - ’ry 

ev - 

er 

shall be 

dear, 

V,v 

- on thy &1 - tar 

lay 

our 

laur - els 

down, 
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A SONG TO ALMA MATER 


Words and music by 


Allegretto 


William Schuyler ’74 


m/p 


J L 
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GAUDEAMUS 

(W. U. Version). 


CHORUS 

TENORS 


Let us live and then be glad, While young life’s be 
Live this U - ni - ver-si-ty, Men that learn-ing 
Live the com-mon t wealth al-so, And the men that 


fore us, 
nour - ish; 
guide it, 


basses 


Let us live and then be glad, 
Live this U - ni - ver - si - ty, 
Live the com-mon-wealth al - so, 


While young life’s be 
Men that learn-ing 
And the men that 


fore us, 
nour-ish; 
guide it, 
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WASHINGTON 


Words toy 

Roger Conant Hatch 
March tempo 


Music by 

William John Hall 


r * t ' if 

On 

the 

heights 

of 

the 

town, 

toy 

the 

In 

the 

years 

that 

are 

past, 

in 

the 

Then 

all 

hail 

J 

to 

the 

Mo - 
1 

ther, 

whose 




Copyright MCMVII by Smith Academy. 
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THEN JOKE AND SMOKE TIBACCY 


Words by 

John S. Zimmerman 


Music by 
Cherry Z. Pox 


No 

mix-ture 

poor to 

you 

I 

send 

But of - fer 

you a 

Fair 

Cu - ba’s 

isle in 

wa - 

ters 

blue 

Has sent her 

con - tri - 

When 

ev - ning 

comes, fill 

up 

the 

bowl 

From which the 

perfumed 

—4 - 

— m - 

E2=i 

—-V - 

—< ;- 

: t= 

=p=-4 

4 8= 

J — : .- 

-41—41- 


fra - grant 

blend 

Of 

’bac - cy rare 

To 

scent 

the 

air: 

bu - tion 

too. 

Ha - 

va - na’s scent 

Is 

with 

it 

blent 

cloud-lets 

roll 

Taste 

the Per - ique 

The 

weed 

u - 

nique 

ggga 


Sag 

»-■“ B~‘ - 

9 -P- n - 

-S=! 

— m - 

55 

— m -—■ 

m- 9 - - 


joke 

and 

smoxe 

ti 

- bac-cy! 

joke 

and 

smoke 

ti 

- bae - cy! 

joke 

and 

smoke 

ti 

- bac-cy 


The In - d an weed of 

And from the dream - y 

Then joke and smoke the 


Pow 

-ha - tan Blent with 

the 

rest 

is 

in 

this 

can, 

0 - 

ri - ent An - oth - 

er 

per - 

fume 

rare 

is 

lent 

whole 

night through With friends 

a - 

round 

you 

old 

and 

new 


gin-ias leaf Will ban-ish grief: Then joke and smoke ti - bac-cy 

Turkish weed Is balm in-deed: Then joke and smoke ti - bac-cy 

lorning’s sun Shows day’s be-gun: Then joke and smoke ti - bac-cy 


Copyright 1914 by Cherry Z. Fox. 
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W-A-S-H-I-N-G-T-O-N 


Words and Music by 
Arthur W. Proetz ’10 


Slow March Time 
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COQUETTE OF THE COLLEGE 


Words and Music by- 
Arthur W. Proetz ’10 



Copyright 1010 by ArthurW. Proetz 
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ways hold to - geth - er, If the end comes late or 

the end draws near - er, With each slow - ly wan - ing 

















































































THE TIN CUP 

(Stoddard) 


W. H. Pommer 



Copyright 1896 fcy the St. Louis Art Students’ Association 
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MY HULA HULA LOVE 
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VIVE L’AMOUR 







Vi - ve la com - pag - nie 

Vi - ve la com - pag - nie 

Vi - ve la com - pag - nie 

Vi - ve la com - pag - nie 

h K - ^ 


And drink to ,,the health of his 
The joy of his ho - som and 
Here’s a health to our friend, our 
It sure-ly will please you to 


■fl 


jol - ly 

good 

class, 

plague of 

his 

life, 

kind wor - 

■ thy 

host, 

drink now 

with 

rtie. 


la com 
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THE MERMAID 


Moderate 


1 . 

’Twas 

Fri - day 

morn 

when 

we 

2 . 

Then 

out 

spake the 

cap-tain 

of our 

gal 

3. 

Then 

out 

spake the 

cook 

of our 

gal 

4. 

Then 

out 

spake the 

boy 

of our 

gal 

5. 

“Oh! 

the 

moon shines bright 

and the 

stars 

6. 

Then three times a-round went 

our 

gal 


were not far, from 

the 

land, 

When the 

well spoken man was 


he: 

“I have 

fat old cook - ie 

was 

he: 

“I 

well spoken lad - die 

was 

he: 

“I’ve a 

mammy’ll be look- ing 

for 

me; 

She may 

times a - round went 

she; 

Then three 


mar - ried me a 
care much more for my 


round went 


love-ly mer - maid, With a comb and a glass in her hand, 

wife in Salem town, And to - night she a wid - der will be.” 

pot - ties and my kets, Than I do for the depths of the sea.” 
in Boston cit - y, But to - night they child - less will be.” 
may look to the deep, She may look to the bottom of the sea.” 

our gal - lant ship, And she sank to the depths of the sea. 


— 






























































































































SERENADE 


Words by Music by 

A. Carter Webb ’16 Arthur W. Proetz ’10 

Andante cantabile 



South wind sighs, Where the lo - tus bud lies, In the 

sink - ing sun, When her course is run, Turns the 



Copyright 1913 by Arthur W. Proetz 
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CHORUS 
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FAIR HARVARD 


Andante mf 
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Dolce 


HIS LAST CIGAR 
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i - -F— 

home - ward 

- 

way, 

—r— 3 

I 

—1- 

rode 

~r — 

the 

-i- 

wild 

v — J 

horse 

^- r - 

car 

And 

la - tion 

could 

From 

deep 

de - 

spair 

de - 

har, 

I 

madd’- ning 

-r- 

woe 

-1— 

Of 

— -v—1 

storms 

F = t == 

mo - 

=£= 

lec - 

u - 

=£ q 

lar, 

All, 

—- rV—1 


from 

the 

pock - et 

of 

my vest, I took 

my 

last 

ci 

summoned 

all my strength of will, And smoked 

my 

last 

ci 

all 

had 

vanished 

in 

the smoke That rose 

from 

my 

ci 
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OUR WASHINGTON 

(Tune: Russian National Hymn.) 

All hail to Washington! 

Ye sons and daughters, 

Sound forth her glory o’er sea and land! 
r e ever worthy her great and noble founders, 
All hail to Washington! 

Long may she stand! 

God bless our Washington! 

May her traditions 

Ring down the ages in glorious lore! 
ul her w.ti honor from Tower to Foundation! 
God bless our Washington! 

Forever more. 


LAST YEAR’S GRADUATE 

(Tune: A Wandering Minstrel— Mikado.) 

A new Alumnus I, 

A thing of pond’rous knowledge 
'uite newly fledged from college, 

A walking dictionar—ee. 

My list of subject’s long. 

Thro’ every science ranging. 

To every language changing, 

1 m one of this learned throng 
Theorems, binomi-all 

And diagrams of stresses, 

Or spherical excesses, 
re ^el in using them all. 

?* Nth de gree with tangent asymptotii 
Though m its way exotic, y p 

Is normal quite to me. 

To set the world a-fire, 

s my sincere intention, 

tww aCt W , hich P ra y d °n’t mention, 

Until I ve a chance to retire. 

The mo« agr m!° n dire sbaU be without exception, 

. e most sublime conception v 

This side of eternity. 

Followed by the usual groan from the ancient member. 

The new alumnus he 

Will find—attained discretion— 

(Please pardon the expression.) 

I is theories are all at sea. 
is theories are all at sea. 






A HYMN OF WASHINGTON 

(Tune: Maryland, My Maryland.) 


I 

Come, Seniors, on this parting day, 
Washington, dear Washington, 

With voices strong we’ll sing the lay, 
Washington, dear Washington, 

When we are gone and others here— 

For thee, to all of us so dear, 

Shall rise the never-ending cheer, 

Washington, dear Washington, 

II 

The time has come to leave thy halls, 
Washington, dear Washington, 

A sterner world to us now calls, 

Washington, dear Washington, 

In after years, where-e’er we be, 

Our hearts shall fondly turn to thee, 

And sing thy praises joyfully, 

Washington, dear Washington, 

—A. R. SKINKER, ’OS. 


THE FLUNKER’S SWAN SONG 

(To be sung with deep feeling.) 

(Tune: Old Black Joe.) 

Gone are the days, the days of joy and fun; 

Gone are my friends, they have left dear Washington; 
Gone from these halls to some other school, I know; 

I hear their distant voices calling: “You’ll have to go.” 

CHORUS: 

I’m goin’, I’m goin’, my brain jes’ works too slow, 

I hear the Profs and Dean a’callin’: 

“You must go.” 

Lonely I weep, for all my grades are “E”; 

Though I work all night, I’ve never made a “C;” 

With French, Chem, and Math, I find my work “de tropf* 
I’ve had my letter from the Dean, and I must go. 

—E. O. SWEETSER 


FOOT BALL CHORUS 

(Tune: Tramp, Tramp, Tramp, the Boys Are Marching.) 

Rah! Rah! Rah! for Washington, 

Cheer for victory right soon, 

E’er the sun has sunk to rest 
In the cradle of the West, 

In the clouds we’ll float the myrtle and maroon. 








THE ARCHITECTS’ SONG 

(Tune: The Sen of a Gambolier.) 

I 

Now if you are an architect you’re certainly rather cool, 

If you are an architect you own the whole blamed school. 

We’re gentlemen of culture and of mighty intellects, 

Come join the rollicking chorus, Hurrah! for the Architects! 

CHORUS: 

We are, we are, we are, we are, the jolly architects, 

We are, we are, we are, we are, the jolly architects, 

We’re gentlemen of culture and of mighty intellects, 

So join in the rollicking chorus, Hurah! for the architects! 

II 

If you want to be an architect you’ll learn to drink and, swear, 

You’ll learn to dance the tango and the naughty grizzly bear. 

You’ll learn to borrow money and to borrow t to keep, 

And you’ll learn the ways of women, but you’ll never learn to sleep. 

III 

We came to dear old Washington as green as Gloomy Gus, 

And all our friends they pulled our legs and made a mark of us; 

But we learned some things at Lippe’s, and we’re members of the bar. 
And now King Edward greets us with a “Howdy! How you are?” 

IV 

The architects are gentlemen as everybody knows, 

They take out all the girls in town that wear the swellest clothes; 

They take them to the picture shows and always make a hit. 

And if they ever spend a dime they do not care a bit. 

V 

Fatima is our Patron Saint, she surely is a queen. 

She comes forth but once a year to sport upon the green; 

She makes a prayer to Allah that we will never Hunk, 

And then we go into exams and shoot a line of bunk. 

VI 

The architects are athletes, as strong as Hercules, 

They can lift two men and an engineer, with much apparent ease. 

And when the stunt is over, and he has taken his plunge. 

Where did you get that rendering bowl? Where did you get that sponge? 

VII 

When we have grown old and grey with babies on our knee, 

We’ll teach them that an architect’s the only thing to be; 

We’ll send them out to Washington and start ’em in, by Heck, 

And let them kiss the Sacred Moose and be an Architect. 

VIII 

Some day the architects will die as other people do. 

And as a band of angels they will mount into the blue; 

And when they reach the pearly gates and give a rousing yell. 

Saint Peter will stick out his head and say you go to h-1. 

OH ROTUNDA! 

Oh Rotunda! We’ll make it thunder, 

For we are Architects, yes every one. 

It’s not the first time nor yet the last time. 

That together we've been on a hell of a bum, bum, bum! 















DONT’S 

(Tune: Daisies Won’t TelL) 


Never take a drink with a college man, 
Quaff not with a fair co-ed; 

Never take a drink with an engineer, 

For they are the guys that swill their beer; 
But if you want to start out drinking, 

And drink for quite a little spell, 

An Architect’s the man your seeking, 

Why? Because Architects raise—cainl 
Never bum a smoke from a lawyer, 

Never bum a chew from a Dent, 

Never roll the bones with a Medic, 

For he’ll get every gol-durned cent; 

But if you want to go out for a big time, 
And stay for quite a spell, 

An Architect’s the man you’re seeking. 
Why? Because the Architects raise—cain! 


SWEET DREAMS! 

Bum! Bum! There’ll be nothing but sweet dreams 
For my baby and I! 

Bum! Bum! There’ll be nothing but sweet dreams 
For my baby and I! 

Well, a warm bird, a bottle of wine, 

Chicken Chop Suey and a h~l of a time, 

Bum! Bum! There’ll be nothing but sweet dreams 
For my baby and I! 


CHANSON CHARETTE 

<Tuaie: Bagtime Soldier Man.) 

An Architect! An Architect! In my own architecture dear, 

I wear a smock! I wear a smock! I wear a pencil on my ear^ 

Oh, you Frosh, hurry up! hurry up! 

Get that stretched, hurry up! hurry up! 

Can’t you see that I’ve got to get this in by six o’clock? 

I want Abell-! I want Abell-! I want Abella by my side, 

To hear him tell, to hear him tell of Architecture far and wide; 
Kindly carry this to the exhibition, 

And when you get it there, just say a prayer, 

For that awful judgment day. 


BY THE LIGHT OF THE MOON 

By the light of the moon— 

By the light of the moon— 

By the bright and shining light of the silvery moon, 

If you want to be an Architect just come along with me— 
By the light, by the light of the moon! 




























SONG OF THE CIVIL ENGINEERS 


I 

We are, we are, we are, we are, the Civil Engineers, 

We are, we are, we are, we are, the Civil Engineers, 

Our works are told in History, 

They’ll last a million years; 

Oh! We’re proud to tell the story of the Civil Engineers. 

II 

We bridge the stream, we tunnel hills, we map the unknown creeks; 
Our railroads run from sea to sea, and up the mountain peaks; 
We never stop at obstacles, 

We’re planning very soon. 

To stretch our wire cable-ways to Mars and to the Moon. 

III 

The desert blooms when we have passed; the cities ask our aid; 
We work for health and happiness; to boost things is our trade; 
Our middle name is Progress, 

We greet a task with cheers. 

Oh! We are, we are, we are, we are, the Civil Engineers. 

—E. O. SWEETSER 

EXAMINATION MORNING 

(Tune: Jerusalem Morning.) 

I 

Well, talk about examination morning— 

Yes, dear Dean! 

Oh, talk about examination morning— 

Yes, dear Dean! 

I feel as if I was going to flunk— 

Flunk on, brother— 

This course is making me feel so punk— 

What’re you going to do? 

CHORUS: 

Get your long black robe and your four point hat 
And be ready when the great day comes. 

Good Dean I’m ready, indeed I’m ready 

Well, dear Dean, I’ll be ready when the great day comes. 

Oh, glory Hallelujah, 

Ready, ndeed I’m ready. 

Well, dear Dean, I’ll be ready when the great day comes. 

II 

Well, didn’t the big book say that Black conned Duncan? 
Yes, dear Dean! 

Done banged him over the head and he come near flunkin’? 
Yes, dear Dean! 

And Langy in his lion’s den, said unto the ’lectrical men— 






THOSE GOOD OLD COLLEGE DAYS 

(Tune: “Good Old Summer Time”) 

I. 

’Tis the nature of youth, to have wisdom forsooth, 
Long before its prime; 

And in this regard, I speak by the card. 

Also now in rhyme. 

When we were at school, we broke every rule, 

While singing merry lays. 

We played much hand-bail, and we cared not at all 
For those good old college days. 

CHORUS: 

Those good old college days. 

Those good old college days. 

We used to think we had to work 
But we erred in many ways. 

We longed to get out and drop it all 
And begin our holidays; 

But now we’d like to live again 
Those good old college days. 

II. 

The horsehide we’d chase, the pigskin embrace, 
Sheepskins never in mind. 

Between chapel and gym, the choice was but slim. 

But one could we find. 

Of Pegasi we’d few, but of ponies a slough, 

Which we rode in many ways. 

We’d crib and we’d cram, and we didn’t give a-whoop 
For those good old college day's. 


Peg adjustments we’d make, four hours t’would take, 
Ten minutes now I judge. 

But one thing we learned, from necessity churned. 
That was how to fudge. 

Be our notes what they dared, jolly little we cared, 
No, us they could not ’‘faze;’’ 

Our surveys we’d plot, by guess and bei Gott,” 

In those good old college days. 
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HALLELUJAH! 

Springtime is here, and we’re just out of jail. 
Without any money, without any bail; 

Hallelujah, I’m a bum bum, 

Hallelujah, bum again, 

Hallelujah, give us a handout, 

Revive us again. 

I went to the gate, and I knocked on the door. 

And the landlady said, “I have seen you before;** 
“C i why don’t you work like other men do?’* 

“But how can I work when there’s no work to do?** 
Ol I’m hungry as sin and I’m dying of thirst, 
“I’ll eat anything that will not bite me first.” 


DEAR OLD WASHINGTON 

(Tune: Yale Boola.) 

>ear old Washington' 

We are for you. 

Dear old Washington 
We are true blue. 

And we’ll rough-house 
Old Missouri, 

Till she hollers 
Boola Boo. 


WRECKING CREW SONG 

Line tight, ends right. 

Calf backs to the rear, 

re the boys who make the noise 
W< re always in the smear; 

We are Pikers tried and true, 

And we always fight for you, 

We’re the members of the Piker Wrecking Crew. 
Fighting on (Washington), Fighting on (Washington), 
’Neath the bonds of the Red and the Green, 

Rah, rah, rah, rah, rah. 

Rah, rah, rah, rah, rah, 

We’re the members of the Piker Wrecking Crew. 

A B. Kurrus, *23 
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CHEER FOR WASHINGTON. 

(Tunc: Marching Through Georgia) 

I 

Cheer for dear old Washington and make the echoes ring. 
Cheer our husky warriors who win at everything. 

Cheer till all the world has learned 
The praises which we sing, 

Cheer: lg old Washington’s glory. 

Chorus 

Hurrah! Hurrah! our day of jubilee. 

Hurrah! Hurrah! Our day of victory. 

Sing we all together for our noble Varsity, 

Singing old Washington’s glory, 

II 

Glory to our Varsity, the best in every way, 

Glory to our colors, they will surely win the day. 

Glory to our football team, the heroes of the fray. 

Loud sing old Washington’s glory. 


THERE IS A COLLEGE IN THIS TOWN. 

(Tune—There is a Tavern in the Town.) 

You are the college in this town, Washington. 

Your men play football—watch that run. Oh, it’s fun. 
For the crowds that watch go crazy when the score 
Piles up to sixty and some more. 

Chorus 

Washington, you are a winner, 

Washington, just be a spinner. 

Washington, you’ll walk away with every game in sight. 
Oh cheer, and cheer for Washington, Washington, 

The finest place under the sun, yes, you bet! 

And then we’ll give a shout with all our might. 

Hurrah! Hurrah! for Washington. 


LEVEE SONG. 

I had a girl, her name was Grace, 

The devil take her pretty face, 

She led me to this sad disgrace, 

A workin’ on the railroad. 

Oh, I’ve been workin’ on the railroad, 

Chorus 

All the livelong day, 

I’ve been working on the railroad 
Just to pass the time away, 

Can’t you hear the whistle blowin’ 
Rise up so early in the morn, 

Can’t you hear the Captain callin’ 
Dinah blow your horn. 




















THE COMING WOMAN. 

(Tune: Rig-a-jig-jig.) 

As I was walking down the street, 

I-O, I-O, I-O, I-O, 

A pretty girl I chanced to meet, 

I-O, I-O, I-O, 

She passed me by with eyes cast down, 

I-O, I-O, I-O, I-O, 

And on her brow there was a frown, 

I-O, I-O, I-O, 

Chorus 

Rig-a-jig-jig and away we go, 

Away we go, away we go, 

Rig-a-jig-jig and away we go 

I-O I-O, I-O. 

Said I to her, “Why treat me so?” 

“ ‘Tis not the proper thing, you know,” 
Said she to me: “I am not blind, 

I see you have a feeble mind.” 

Chorus 

Said I to her: “Explain the jest.” 

Said she to me: “It is not best, 

The spirit of philosophy 
You lack, and so it cannot be.” 

Chorus 

“While your base soul still worships clay, 
My soul with freedom soars away; 

Your circle is a mere frog-pond, 

Mine is the infinite beyond.” 


CASTLE ON THE RIVER NILE! 

I’ve got a castle on the River Nile, 

I’m going to live in elegant style, 

Inlaid diamonds on the floor, 

Baboon butler at my door; 

I'm going to marry a girl from Kalamazoo, 
My blood’s going to change from red to blue, 
Entertain royalty all the while 
In my castle, castle on the River Nile. 
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